CHAPTER 274 


April 22, 2014 


“Hey Yu, you in here?” 


Justin stood outside Yu’s door, impatiently tapping his foot as he knocked at the 
door, hoping to gain entrance for just a brief moment. Both Yu and him had the 
Same math professor you see, and while they didn’t have the same class, he could 
only assume they hadn't been in school long enough for either to fall behind the 
other. And Justin... Well, Justin being Justin and never taking a note in his life found 
himself in the awkward position of actually having to study for once. He didn’t get 
any of the shit that was taught to him, and alas math was not something that could 
be solved purely through deductive reasoning. There was some degree of 
memorization and applications that was needed to get anywhere in this class. And 
that had caught Justin off guard. So now he stood here, trying to get some notes 
from Yu and hoping that they had covered the same material thus far. 


“Yu?” He knocked again with impatience. He had been here for a good two or three 
minutes waiting for someone to open the door, but alas, neither Yu nor Izzy opened 
the door to see Justin standing there. He would have thought that with all his 
knocking and shouting, one of them would at least speak through the door if either 
was present. Alas, it seemed both were either out of the room or sleeping, and 
given the hour of the day, the later seemed unlikely. Now, that should have been 
indication that he should bug someone else for notes, but Justin was rather stubborn 
and most certainly oblivious. It never quite occurred to him that the reason this 
door was closed was because neither Yu nor Izzy wanted unwanted guests snooping 
around while they were gone. “Look, you haven’t said anything, and | don’t see a 
sock on the door, so I’m gonna assume no one’s naked.” Justin called out before 
timidly pushing the door open, just a crack. Much to his relief, nothing stirred on the 
other side of the door, and that meant no one was presently in the room, or worse. 


No one was inside as he stepped through the door, much to his relief as he quickly 
but carefully searched around the room for Yu’s notebook. Now, finding a notebook 
was not necessarily a challenge, so much as it was finding the right one. They were 
all stacked up on a desk in the corner of the room where one could only assume Yu 
did his studies instead of the often noisy housing below. It was quite the dilemma 
he faced; he could sit down stairs and put up with Erin’s inane rambling, or he could 
put up with Izzy blasting his heavy metal. Either way Yu lost; | suppose in that sense 
it was a matter of picking between the lesser of two evils, and while it might be 
useful if Yu could get Erin to talk about the subject he was studying, it could just as 
easily be disastrous if she got off-topic, which she so often did. Heavy metal it was. 


He ran his thumbs quickly through the pages of the multi-colored notebooks; red, 
yellow, blue covers alternating neatly in the stack for ease of differentiation without 
having to read the label on the front cover. He was having a hard time finding what 
he was looking for, however. It seemed like he had found every subject notebook 
but the one he was looking for. There were only two more notebooks in the stack, 
so Justin supposed it was a 50/50 chance here of getting the right notebook. It was 
hard to say he had picked the wrong one, even if it wasn’t what he had been 
looking for. 


For you see, what he had picked up that day wasn’t notes from math class, nor 
were they notes for any class in particular. No rather, what this notebook container 
were names, theories, connections, occasionally a scribble or two. They were all 
names Justin recognized, but not necessarily ones he would suspect Yu would just 
casually write about. Labrys, Kirijo, Aigis; oh yes, all of those who he knew for a fact 
were involved in that situation were there. Not only that, but there were a number 
of articles taped on each page about the Kirjo group. Clearly he had been snooping 
around on them for reasons Justin had a pretty faint idea as to why. And you can 
imagine he wasn’t all too happy. Did he have a right to be angry? No, probably not, 
for while Yu gave him and the others the chance to join the investigation, he never 
said he wouldn’t try to pursue this. And he did stand by his word that he wouldn’t 
drag the others into this if they didn’t want to... even if really, it was only Justin who 
refused to be a part of this little investigation. Yet it filled his blood with hot rage as 
he stared down at the notes, a sensation of betrayl washing over him. Oh yes, he 
had no say over what Yu did with this Investigation... but it still hurt all the same. 


“Uh, Justin? What are you doing in my room?” Justin’s eyes slowly rose from the 
notebook, fingers digging into the paper, leaving small dents in its surface like 
potholes on a road. He was the one intruding in this guy’s room, and yet, he felt like 
he was the victim here. A victim of circumstances beyond his control and 
circumstances that did not concern him. He turned around, fire in his eyes as he 
held the notebook up to Yu. He wouldn’t bother explaining why he was in here in 
the first place; in his eyes it didn’t matter now. All that mattered was he felt his 
trust violated. Perhaps he shouldn’t have put his trust in a promise that had never 
been made. | guess in his mind he had simply assumed he wouldn’t turn around and 
do something like this out of respect... Maybe just looking back in hindsight that day 
was a blur to him and he was imagining things that never happened. It’s hard to 
Say. 


“You wanna explain this?” Justin snapped, showcasing the text on the page to Yu. 
He squinted slightly before leaning back and folding his arms with disapproval. 
Without context, it looked like Justin had just been snooping around his room for 
that; which was completely and utterly disgusting to him. But even so, ignoring the 
fact that Justin was sticking his nose into what wasn’t really his business to begin 
with, he didn’t need to explain himself. He could look into and investigate anything 
he wanted; Justin didn’t own a leash on his friends and what they pursued in life. 


“To you? No.” Yu remarked with annoyance, pacing himself over to Justin before 
snatching the book out of Justin’s hand with annoyance. It didn’t belong to him after 
all, and if he had no intention of helping Yu then he didn’t need to see its contents. 
Their eyes locked, anger in both their faces for entirely different reasons. For Justin, 
it was this sensation that Yu had been going behind his back all these years, like he 
had been betrayed. For Yu, it was the aggravation of Justin thinking he was holding 
anyone’s strings, that he controlled everyone’s lives and pursuits. And it just wasn’t 
true. And it was like this with everything too; not just this damn investigation. If you 
disagreed with him on anything, he flipped the fuck out, as if the world was 
supposed to bend it’s knee to him and conform to his opinion. And quite frankly, Yu 
was getting sick of it. He had no idea how Chie dealt with him on a daily basis. | 
guess they shared enough opinions that it just never came up. Either that or Justin 
was a little less indignant to her opinions. 


“When were you planning on telling me about this?” Justin spat with annoyance, 
deciding he wasn’t going to let this go with a simple ‘mind your own business.’ The 
Investigation Team included all of them just as much as Yu, and even if this was 
something he was doing on his own it affected them all just the same. And he knew 
that. The fact that he went ahead and did it anyway was selfish. 


“| wasn’t.” Yu continued as he shuffled the notebook back into the stack of his other 
notebooks. He wasn’t going to involve the others specifically because Justin said he 
didn’t want to bring the Investigation Team back together. Why was he getting mad 
that Yu honored his request? This guy was so two-faced it hurt. “I don’t see the 
problem here. Not like you don’t have your own secrets.” Yu jabbed at him under 
his breath. These double standards were unbearably stupid. 


“What’s that supposed to mean?” Justin snapped back with bafflement. He swore to 
god if Yu tried to turn the tables around on him, he was seriously going to lose his 
shit. Yeah he kept secrets, but nothing like this. Nothing that could seriously come 
back and bite his friends in the ass. Yu folded his arms and leaned against the wall 
behind him, giving Justin this knowing expression. He knew Justin knew what he was 
talking about, or at least, he suspected he did, and he intended to make sure Justin 
knew he wasn’t going to play these roundabout games of explaining everything so 
bluntly to him. 


“How long you gonna wait to give her that ring?” 


“Oh come on, that’s not even close to the same thing!” Justin countered with 
irritation. That wasn’t a secret, that was a Surprise; there’s a difference. He couldn’t 
even believe that Yu was trying to compare the two; one was a complete violation 
of trust, the other was a symbol of trust. They were literally on complete opposite 
ends of the spectrum. 


“Oh is it? Last | checked what | did with my freetime was my own business. Just like 
that’s yours.” Yu flicked his wrist as if to completely ignore Justin’s comment. Oh 


sure, they were different kinds of secrets; he realized that. But a secret was a 
secret, and that was the point Yu was trying to get at. A secret was no one’s 
business but the one who kept it. “The day you actually give her that damn thing is 
the day I'll tell everyone I’ve been looking into this investigation, but until then | 
don’t believe you have any right telling me what secrets | can or cannot have.” 


“Do you not realize this affects all of us!?” Justin countered. Maybe that was true, 
but let’s not forget that the Investigation Team consisted of all of them; and 
whoever had been responsible was well aware who was and wasn’t part of that 
team. Yu sticking his dick into a hornet’s nest was only going to guarantee they all 
paid the price. “And I'll give it to her when I’m ready dammit!” Justin countered, 
somewhat flustered, cheeks somewhat red. Timing was everything; why couldn’t Yu 
understand that? He rolled his eyes slightly. 


“You’re not asking her to marry her, just give her the ring already.” Justin paused 
for a moment, the stress in his temples alleviating slightly as his eyes disconnected 
his gaze from Yu for a brief moment. 


“Yeah... Yeah, right...” 
“Justin? What was that look for?” 


“Huh? Oh nothing. Look I’ve got to go.” He took a deep breath before pushing right 
past Yu, leaving him and his anger behind in his room. As well as the quite pungent 
sense of confusion that now filled the room. 


